Here by the way are topical parts of that tali by radio; composed
within the music of the tango:
I wonder whether you people., who live within the atmosphere of tango
and take it ,as your dally bread, realize that it is perhaps the profoundest
folk-dance in the world. Three races of supreme plastic and aesthetic
genius produced it: the Xegro, the Indian and the Creole. It is an essen-
tially modern dance, and of Buenos Aires. And yet the life of these three
races with their deep, long history of straggle., of sorrow, of victory and
defeat, is as intimately part of the tango as is the body of the girl who dances
it and whose breath sings it; the fecund rigidity of her stance, and the man's
answering passion.
Is it not a pity that we are not more aware of the common treasures
which surround us ? Would we not be better men and women if we gave
more conscious homage to the mystery of the sun, for instances by whose
light we live? if we more consciously recognized the blessing of air which
conies within our body to unite us with the universe? You Argentines who
listen idly to the tango3 while you work in your kitchens and offices, while
you talk with your families, without attention: stop a moment and consider
what the tango is.
I have mentioned Egypt, whose genius was articulated perhaps best in
its sculpture: a static art that most deeply expresses the death of movement
in eternity. Well, the tango in this same profound sense is a sculptural
dance-music. Go to any popular cafe in Buenos Aires. The boy and girl who
dance the tango are worth neither more nor less than ail the others in this
sad world of ours. But the tango ennobles and transfigures them. Observe
the man: his rigidly erect body does not turn; his head maintains its profile
with the body and against the cheek of his partner; even the hands are
firm, flat5 l&e sculpture. And when the couple turn, their bodies, sculp-
turally joined as if of sensitized stone, move in a slow totality; not a muscle,
not a limb out of composition. The effect is rigorously sculpture. On all
sides, the world is a tumult and a storm. This world is the armature of the
music; but within are stability, immobility.
It is the same with the dancers. The hunger of the male to overcome the
woman; the woman's need to struggle with ail her strength and cunning
in order that her conquest may be well-merited: this whirlpool of passions
constitutes the superficial traits of the dance. More deeply, the lines of the
tango are pure; chastity predominates over the storming passion, giving
them balance. The two bodies scarcely touch j nevertheless they are joined*"
Slowly, they move within the music5 limning the music's movements^
effacing no part of its superficial clamour and yet transfiguring it all in a
plastic peace. Thus we must move through life. Storms close in all about
us; but do not overwhelm us. Our own passion responds and adds to the
tumult; but an inward restraint gives it form.
Now you know why I love the tango. It is a popular aesthetic expression
of the tragic sense of life. The tragic sense of life is the true sense of life.
It is the one real power, the one possible human victory over sorrow. It
is the one knowledge . . . And the people who, in their popular and trivial
everyday customs, have created this deep word, is a people with a destiny.
TMs new trick of working, as it were, en route., has its dangers as
well as Its delights. Acting President Ramon Castillo goes to the
Capitol  this afternoon  to  open the National  Conoress with  a
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